[ANS.

} page ¢a7.)

preciation ¢
' to adapt
order of

]ul_V 4 1918.

,—' g0
Importers of British Goods
are invited to keep in touch with
R. DAWSON HARLING

REPRESENTING N
TER SHIP CAN =
:::::::TEB LINERS, LIMITED

28 Wellington Street E., Toronto
geven large Steamers with Canadian Service.

Dimbie’s
Dustman _Tales
By M O. TAYLOR
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IMBIE was so very, very sleepy

one night, and she had hardly
‘ snuggled down into the pillows
when who should come but

THE DUSTMAN HIMSELF

He was a little, grey man: grey
hair, grey dress, grey eves, and a
little, grey bag over his shoulder, full
of “Sleep dust.”” You know, that’s
the stuff he puts in your eyes every
night to make you go to sleep. Into
some little children he has to put
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quite a lot, because they are so very
wide awake, but Dimbie was so sleepy
that he didn’t need to use any ‘‘Sleep
dust,”” but just nodded his head very
slowly, two or three times, and then
Dimbie’s head nodded, too—nid, néd,

nid, nod, and the next minute she
was in

“That beautiful place called Dream
land; - = '

The land where wishes come true.”’

There were lots of little boys and
girls in Dreamland. The ‘dream
boats’’ were full of them,and still they
kept coming, all in white gowns, with
their heads nid-nodding all the time,
and by each little child walked a grey
dustman with his bag of ‘“Sleep dust”
on his shoulder.

“‘Now, where shall we go, Dimbie ?’”
said the Dustman. ‘“Nightmare Land,
Nursery Rhyme Land, or The Land
where wishes come true?”’

“Oh, I don’t want to go to Night-
mare - Land,” said Dimbie. ‘I
doesn’t sound a bit mice.”

“Oh, well, of course, we won’t stay
there,”” said the Dustman, ‘“‘because
that’s only for silly children who will
eat cakes and pies and plum pudding
before they go to bed; but, just in
case vou -might be foolish like that,
we’ll take a peep and then you’ll
never want to.”’

. |

So away they went to N ghtmare
Land, and whe do you think Dimbie
saw there? Why, the little boy who
lived right next door to  her and

always d'd just whatever he wanted -

to. He was havng a terrble time
fall ng down nightma:e stairs; they
were so high and he was so small,
and as fast as he fell down two little
Dustman picked him up and made
him walk right up to the top and
tumble down again.
boy was rubbing his knees and rub-
bing ‘his ‘elbows aud rubbing the tears
from his eyes, but still he had-to keep

: walking up and falling down.

“QOh, dear - me,”  said Dimbie,
“Will he have to keep doing that
all night long ?”’

“Yes,” said the Dustman. ‘‘And
serve him right; he will eat pie be-
fore he goes to bed.”

“QOh, look!”” said Dimbie. *“There’s
the little girl across the way. What-
ever is she doing?’”’ ot

“‘Come and see,” said the Dust-

*man. And what do you think Dimbie

saw-?

“Why, a great, great, big. sugar
cake, just like a mountain, with a
hole in the middle, and right down
at the bottom of the hole was the
little girl across the way. She was
crying, too, and trying to get out of
the cake, climbing, climbing, all the
time, and as fast as she got to the
top down fell the cake on top of. her,
all in her nose and hair and mouth
and eyes, just like a lot of sand, only
much worse, because it was sticky,
and then she would brush it off and
start all over again. : :

“QOh, dear,” said Dimbie,” “tshe’ll
never get out.” =’

“Yes, she will,” said the Dustman. :

“When. morning comes, You know,
Dimbie, I’'m not a bit sorry for all
these silly children, who will eat
things they shouldn’t; it serves them
right. Come; we’ve had enough of
Nightmare Land. Away to the Land
of Nursery Rhymes.”
And away they went.

* It was lovely in the La_.nd of Nur-
sery Rhymes, and Dimbie saw ever
so many old friends she knew. There
was— ,

“Hey, diddle, diddle, )
The cat and the fiddle,

The cow jumped over the moon.
The little dog laughed to see such

. 'sport 5 :
And the dish ran away with - the
spoon.’’ #

“How do ' you like Tunning away
with the spoon ?'* said Dimbie, laugh-
ing. : ¥
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“Oh, I don’t mind,” said the‘Diéh.

“It’s great fun.” - :

“Well, I do,”” said the Spoon. “I'm
so tired; besides, he keeps running
away w.th me all the t'me.”

“‘Well, supposing you had to keep
laughing like me?”’ said the Little
Dog. ;

“Well, that’s not as bad as me,”
said the Cow; jumping over this old
moon—such monsense.”’

“Fiel fie!” said the Dustman.
“I’m ashamed of you all. Besides,
what would the ligtle children do if
there were no Nursery Rhymes?”’

“That’s what I say,”’ said the Cat
and the Fiddle (spcaking at *once).

“Come along, Dimbie,.we’ll go and
sea :

“The old Woman, who lived in a shoe,

She had so many,children she d;dn’t,

know what to do; :
She gave them some broth without
any bread, "

And whipped them all soundly apd

sent them to bed.” :

And the next minute they were °
standing by 3 great, big shoe, just
like a house, with windows and a

' door, and a lot of littlc‘c_hi_ldxgp-,‘&‘ll,
.

looking at them, and right in ti
doorway was the Old Woman, with
a big birch broom.

“Oh, dear!” said- Dimbie. “gtvihat‘a‘

a_lot of them!
loses any.” LT R
““Hush,” said a tiny voice behin

1 vqoﬁder-ﬁf ‘she ever

her. ‘“She’s gong to lose me.”
Dimbie turned round, and there,

hidden under a big leaf, was a teeny
weeny little girl—so small, so sn

mli

There was the little ‘boy who
matches at the corner of the sti

and always looked o cold and hu

gry. He was sitting in front of
blazing fire, wrapped in a big,

blanket, and

eating turkey

Christmas pudding, and if yo

only have seen his face—it x

beaming all over with ha
“Dces he come here every

said Dimbie, softly.
‘Yes, every mnight,
o i
cold and hungry he
Land where wish

knows when night comes

all he wishes for,

seem so bad.”’

And so they
pa

—well, just about as small AR

peanut. ; o
_ ““Oh, T’ll tell,” said Dimbie, laugh-

1ng. : ; ‘ \ ,t Yo i
“No, don’t,” said the teeny, weeny

girl, “You see; I live right in the toe
of the shoe, and it’s so dark and un-
comfy, so I crawled out and hid, and

then T'm going to run away to ‘The

Land where wishes come true ’ and

wish to be a big girl like you,”
_“But, sup'xmsg  the ‘Old Woman
finds you?”’ said bie. G

weeny girl,

“She’ll whip me b&ug,te  soundly and

send me to

“So, please don’t tell.”

“Qf course, I won’t,”’ said Dimbie
and just then the Dustman sai
“’A?:,' now ,gwgtyr‘t:',, by
wis ~come y A k.
minute they were right there.

Everybody looked so happy in
“Land where wishes come true.
Dimbie saw lots ¥
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"AWell, if she does,” said the teeny,




